





T>?r ij m . C fce l°, W c y c *- Jookcin my face. 
j>ef. What horrible fancy’s this? 7 
Oth. Some ofy our fusion miftrifle 

Leauc procreant* aIone,and (hut the dorc 
v-ofre,or cry hem,if any body come, * 

Y°ur miflery,your miftt ry : nay difpatch. Exit Em 

> yo " r fpKt " ? ' 
But not the words. 

Oih. Why, what art thou ? 

%'f X OUr ™ ife m y Lord, your true and loyall wif- 
Oth. Come.fweare it,dam thy fclfe, 7 

Lcail being like one of hcauen,thc diuells themfclucs 

™*Z%£?****” **“***• 

Def. Heaucn doth truely know it. 

Oih. Heauen truely knowes/hat thou art falfc as hell 
o'£ n°n h /'T’ my Lord,w,th whom f h ow am I falfc? 

2><y: Alas the hcauy day, why do you weepc > 

Am I the occafion of thofe teares my Lord ? 

II- haply you my father doe fufpeft. 

An Inflrument of this your calling backe, 

h)l n T °, C y ° Ur , b,ame 00 mc > if y° u haue him. 

Why I haue left him too. 9 

Oth. Had it pleas'd heauen 

To try me vyjth affli<ftion,had he ram’ d 

All kindes of fores,and fhames on my bare head. 

Steep’d meinpoucr:y,to the very lips, 

Giuen to captiuity,mc and my hopes, 

I fhould haue found in fomc part of my (oule 

A deep of patience; but alas, to make me 

A fixed figure ,for the time offcornc. 

To poin t his flow vnmouing fingers at — oh f oh 

Yet could I bcarcthat too, well, very well. 

But there ; where I hauc garner’d vp my heart, 

Where either! muft liuc,or bcare no life. 
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The fountaine,from the which my J- U "* nt "Mine** 

Or elfe dryes vp , lobe d.fcarded thent , 

O’- ke^pe it as a Ccftcrnc, for foulc Toadcs 

To too. and gender in VTl ?d CtauSn” 

Patience iby youngand rofe-hp d Chcrubm, 

T ^Def I hope’ my noble Lord eftcemes me honcfL 
Oth. O I,as fummers flies,are in the fhamblc*. 

That quicken eucn with blowing : 

0 thou blacke weed e, why art fo louely faite . 

Thou froell’ft fo f\vectc,that the fence akes at thee. 

Would thou hadft ne’rc bin heme. , , 

Def. Mas,what ignorant finne haue I committed .. 

Oth. Was this faire papcr,this rooft goodly booke. 

Made towtke whore cn ? — VVhat, committed . 

Heauen Hops the nofe at it, and the Moonc W.nkcs, 

The bawdy wind,that kifles all it meetes. 

Is hufht within the hallow mine of earth. 

And will not hear’t : — whatcommittedy impudent (trumpet, 

Def. By heauen you doe mc wrong. 

Oth. Are not you a ftrumpet ? 

Def No,as I am a Chriftian : 

Iftopreferuethis veffellfotmy Lord, 

From any hated foule vnlawfull touch. 

Be net to be a ftrumpet, I am none. 

Oth. What, not a whore ? 

Def. No, as I (hall be laued* £#fcr EmiUuu 

Oth. Iftpoifible? 

Def. O heauen forgiuentfle. 

Oth. I cry you mercy, 

1 tookc you for that cunning whore oi Venice,- 
That married with Othello : you miftrifle. 

That haue the office oppofite to S. Peter, 

Andkcepesthe gatC3 in hcll,I,you,you,you; 

Wchadonc our courfe; there’s money for your painrs, 

Ipray youturnethc kty,and keepe purcounfcll. Exit f 

Em. Alasjwhat do« tfcu Gentleman conceiue ? 

' ' /K 4 Hoy? 


